SOME LETTERS OF
by which I do not need to say I mean alluvial soaks and happy drools, rather than land travel and seafaring.
Chicago has been a woe and a bitterness this summer. Both Ferd and I hate the shop and all it contains with a physical hatred. We are looking for the man who said the summer was cool and a good time to work. ...
To Daniel Gregory Mason
[CHICAGO,
August 27, 1896.]   • DEAR DAN:
So far from considering your letter " merely silly" I found it really stirring — at least after I got over my amusement, which you must grant to the weakness of the flesh. The chief reason why I have not replied sooner is (prepare to be shocked beyond speech) that I have been trying to make up my mind which side has the least injustice and unwisdom to its account in this matter. Living here in the heart of the debtor's country I have come to see that the present regime cannot possibly endure. Free silver is undoubtedly a desperate remedy — perhaps an insane one; but the slow asphyxiation which the vast farming population
74w in the way of essentials —
